"The Perfect Date" 

by Pete Blackledge 


We never know when single personal action will provide someone with a lifetime treasured 
memory. When I was a senior at Lamar High School in Houston, Texas, a girl named Cheryl 
transferred into our class from Tyler - a small town in East Texas. As I talked with her after our 
Civics class, Cheryl painfully shared with me how difficult it was for her to make that transition. 
Her eyes would sparkle with excitement as she told me all about the beauty of Tyler, but then 
would mist over with sadness as she related how much she missed Tyler - the clear night sky, 
perfectly illuminated by a crescent moon and a thousand sparkling stars, with the sounds of the 
water lapping against the shore of Tyler Lake. She even missed Tyler's unique red dirt. I was 
so touched, and wanted to create a special memory to help her transition. 



Cheryl, who subsequently became an award-winning, best-selling author and poet, later told me 
that she had won first place in a radio station call-in contest for "The Best Date Ever" by relating 
her account of that evening, and had additionally written several poems about that evening 
which were broadly published and a newspaper article published by The Houston Post about 
what she called "The Perfect Date." Here is part of what she wrote: 

"I was just sixteen, and it was Saturday. I had a date with Pete that night and I was very 
excited. Pete was very popular, and the very first time I saw him he took my breath away 
when he smiled at me. This date turned out to be extraordinary from the start. When I 
opened the door, there was Pete - so tall and handsome - holding a dozen yellow roses. 
These were Tyler roses, "The Yellow Rose Of Texas", and my favorite. We said our good¬ 
byes to my Mom and Dad and we headed to his car - a beautiful black 1957 Chevy. As we 
neared the parking lot, Pete told me to close my eyes. He walked me around to the 
passenger side of the car, opened the door for me, and helped me into my seat. When he 
finally told me to open my eyes, I was awestruck by what I saw. Darn it, I’d just gotten the 
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tears to stop from the roses, but when I saw the inside of his car I started to cry all over 
again. It took my breath away. There were over a hundred little silver stars stuck to the roof 
and a crescent shaped moon hung from the overhead light. There was Red Dirt on the floor, 
and pine cones and scattered needles. There was a miniature oil well derrick in the back 
and glitter all around to represent the silver star dust. He even had a tape recording of water 
washing up against the shore. He’d thought of everything. He was everything." 

Cheryl told me that she had never felt so special as she did that night. And although our life 
paths diverged when I went off to the Naval Academy, we always maintained our close 
connection - and the memory of that special date never faded. She called me "Bars" after the 
Ensign and Lieutenant bars which I came to wear after my Naval Academy graduation, and I 
called her "Stars" after the beautiful Stars of Tyler's sky. 

Almost fifty years later, I received a surprise special delivery package from Cheryl on Christmas 
Eve. Here are her words to describe what she had done to create that package: 

“I special ordered a figurine from a Texas Treasure shop; it was an oil pump with a little 
crystal full of "Texas Black Gold” oil. My best friend Sue & I found a gift box in the shape of a 
Star, and then I found a larger gift box that was round and the Star Box fit perfectly into it. I 
bought a Match-Box Chevy car and scraped off the markings and painted it black. I found 
pencil drawings by a wonderful Texas artist; they were scenes from Texas history, and one 
had oil well derricks and a lake in it. I got pine cones, and pine needles and placed them in 
the star. I put red dirt in a small jar and placed it in the star. There were tiny silver stars in a 
container and Silver Star dust also placed in the star. I bought a miniature dozen yellow 
roses made of material and tied a green bow around them and placed them with the other 
treasures. There was a small oil well derrick and a crescent moon too. I placed everything 
in the Star Box and secured it snuggly in the round box, and then wrapped them to mail to 
Pete. I had it marked with explicit directions to deliver only on Christmas Eve." 

This touching gift, delivered a half century after our first "Perfect Date", provided memories for 
yet another published article which was written by author Cheryl: "The Story Of Silver Stars and 
Military Bars". Our amazing bond continues, and I was so honored when she formally dedicated 
her second book to me. 



